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STREET IN ANACOSTIA.

OADSIDE SKETCHES.

Village of Anacotia and Its
Historic Surrounding.

WHERE POET PAYNE LIVED.

.s Changes ot Recent Yems-The einiemamg
of A-eetla-The NeIghhering ----

SMillale- Where Frederiek n.-a3.

tlven-icttureagn ViewsFrm the a106.

ANACORTIA AND HILLSDAIE AER"among the most promising of Wasbin
toes suburbs. and they possess some attrae-
liers that are not to be found elsewhere in this
vicinity. The towns themselves are not old
by a.- jieans, but their environs are rich in
bistr .: lore. Therefore a visit to and a stroll
through their streets will be enjoyed. Ana-
-atia is reached by way of the Navy Yard

bridgA wltose history was recited in a recent
en on. The northern end of the bridge is

of 11th street southeast,
..g across this structure, pleesiag seemes

are witnessed om every side. To the right
ae the Navy Yard. the Arsenal or Greenleasfe
Point, the Potomac and the Virginia hills be-
yond. Moving the eye slowly toward the left,
it restn successively on Geisboro' and Peplar
Points. Imnediately in front are Anaoestis
and Hillsdale. the heights of the latter, with
their meat. showy residences.gasking a pleasin
impression. Again turning toward the it.
Good Hope Hill. Boone's ridge and the valley ef
the Anacostia river are presented to view.
Reaching the southern end of the bridge, a

low paces bring you to the junction of Harri-
son and Monroe streets. Anacoetia, the former,
which was originally the western end of the
old Marlboro' pike, running eastward toward
Good Hope. while the latter. which was aes
known as the l'acatuway road, running south-
ward toward the Insane Asylum. The dividing
In between Harrison street and Good oge
road is about 300 feet east of Taylor street,
while Morris road separates Anacostla from
Nilis.ale.

TaE mSolNrsiN or a*acorZTA.
Forty years ago the site of Ana=odia was

!rm lands, and was owned by one Ensch
Tacker. It formerly belonged to the Narberry
etate. and was part of the "Chichester" treet
There were 230 arres in the Tacker farm, a
good part of which was cultivated for track

rposes. Mr. Tucker did not attend to the
h fwork h 4f. however, for he was em-

yloyed a. boss blacksmith in the navy yard.
'he farm was either leased or worked on the

share F:lan. The Taker farm housestood alone
in the old days. and, until recently, occupied
the site of the present new Pyle block, on the
west aide of Monroe street. just south of Har-
riso street anti the bridge.

In 1$31 John Fox, John W. Van Heed ad
John Dobler bought the farm from Tucher for
019.000 and divided it into building esb nam-
ing the place Anacostia. It continued to be
known by this name antil 1l6S, when t was re-
ehristened Uizoatown. which latter namei re-
tained until 1$69, when the original name was
rebamed.
The lret hoe e, winthe oewlen sitwrth sbdivisaun completed was the old two-

story brick on Harrison street, new oecupiedby Weiger's aoes and bakery George F. Pyh's
grecery store, nearly adjonsg o the wss6
ses folowd.

, au

73 OLDsnT nomses.
But the eldest bouse within the limits at the

town today as the old Fox mansien e the
seth side of Jefferson street, whieh was built
smy years before Anacostia was thought of.
It was built by John Fox. one of the foundere
af the place, and was his residence until his
death. It is now occupied by W. H. Rihard.
At e time it was the residenee of Dr. A. I.
Green. Dr. Greeas attractive new rasidse
adjoin- the old honse.

ey old bunding is the map frametmre on Harione street, a Uttle west otAnderson's blacksmith shop. This hoose wasbuilt b James Buckley. who was bridgeheaperI tHe daysat tonls.
The town is growing rapidly, and han e

bilidings meet the eye in every dlreetias.
7eny new buildings are now in eeroe of oe-mt tlen and business is generally very actives.she pepulaties, which is almost emelmivelywin af There are het two

gai..
..-

b
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The yid and new Nasmnie Hall buildings fro.
pe a good ostras between the deepy old

af aldecade agesand the live,busdingat today. The new aentei btuilding is athree-story briek atructuro. It
enthe eerner .f Jefferson and Pieree
and wa eaespeud test year
aaset *l5,0 The Srtt ar
a-hel. The mseamd is s
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sketches of it before its destruction. which are
presented to the readers of Tax Sraa. The
north end of the old homes is also shown in one
of the pictures. The tree was over one
hundred years old at its death. Before its de-
cay it measured fifteen feet around the trunk.
and its old branches overtopped every tree in
the vicilty. The rustic sat that used to en-

circle ltb trunk is ecurey preserved as a pre-
atoms heirloom is theeati of the old house.
The late George W. Talberti, the then

prier of the Talburtt estate, was the !glad

wusas "mm, swaIT iows" waswarm.
and boon companion of Payne. Although there
was quits a disparity an their ages. Payne being
munch the elder, there was something in their
natures that drew them toward each other.
Perhaps it was the love of ,tusic, for
which they were both noted. And then
earh was of a convivial turn, and each
played and smag well.. Both were bach-
elors when the famous song was written,
ad their cempeanlenebp was almost insepar-able. They would sit for hours together of a
summer evening under the spreading branches
of the old tree, singing and playing favorite
airs, and it is a matter ofmhborhood gossipthat Jolly old Bacchus oe do approvingly

'It is Uas tatm Mr.T= bnt, who as'ea

Maa-ame, aie Payne ver materill

n in e I most e

--o t"bo "s. .**..m. gad"'nt.h.: :e

Talbert!sty I have beus informed bya
"ha r." n ..t"akten.'1"eat-for ths

an tis metha probabl that the ma-s

my sa a wanderer, withouta hom, and

tna como gavot, doubtless eaggested the
ida4re san. thatr. Tabuhw.

That ay s and Tabertt wvery terd of

suhohris ng.n Aay ate et snand the-

fg r the ereay of a residence l o I

that this was as fln as their schemne should go.In O the poet died is Tunis, Africa, he hav-

ing te bee posht renetedl Sta oslt

teat place Pa t eesden aan Bun.
The sad and uedde o is of his dear fien

mn eber qun flr of the i plya whhad onw

tat tre 0 O fen More o Mr. talbrts.
Instead e Mr. Payne, he took for his con-
panites and helpate throagh life's mney
es it the b w and used accomp young

wome oonhi gest, de ied m appild the

th new hoese n Mr. abur death of
1Mfo. The wrow is now a resident of North-

Wot asnto enjoyingi her adancing

year, hesociey ofyner heltde site and-

cre n r...d tes..e..ofbn.r br.
The Talburtt-Payne hoem is bftfullydcit

that thi Mapl aefae and theirsche bshol go.
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onver' ofewhb the hey, cnd mee accopachedn
womeIn* wf hishfrm eton.Tey lied hafpMorin
thed neonsutilMr. Talburts deth Ian

All Ten wil s e a rea esn of itan orth-
eWof eong, an the wtr' da
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Mrs. Wedruaf was the mother of George .
Thibertt by her hret bmarriage.
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A TIMID WOMAN.
A GREAT BREAK IN A L"T

MONOTONY.
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MAD THER BEE N A SEPTEM-
ber like that In all the autumns of Judith

Crest's life. The lat day she went out to a

little knoll edged by sycamore trees only to
gaze about the farm for the sheer joy of pos-
session. Yet she was not used to love the farm;
born a timid and gregarious soul, she was op-
pressed by solitude. For twenty-two years that
long hedge of poplars had looked to her as she
fancied a prison stockade might look to a con-
vict. Her eyes wearied of the billowy levels,
tossing like an ocean about the trig, four-
roomed hompe and huge unpainted barns; they
wearied of the dusty currant bushes and the
unfruitful orchard. Most of all they wearied
of the one everlasting, relentless face of nature.
Therefore she spent hours daily nursing a

pitiful little show of dowers such as had grown
at the moist seashore gar lens of her youth and
wilted under the fierce Iowa summers. In-
doors she cut out pictures from the illustrated

nals that at rare intervals came into her
de and pasted them on her unplasteredwalls. She learned to make paper flowers.

She hankered after the dazzling but unattain-
able loveliness of wax flowers in oval glass
cases. She subscribed to a emi-weekly house-
bold magazine named the Homestead, readingand rereading (in her hunger for companion-ship) the "Correspondence Column," wherein
subscribers exchanged impartially their domes-
tic trials, their spiritual wrestlings, the puzzlesof rural etiquette and the best fashionsof wash-
ing blankets or raising a "sponge.'Occasionally in that oft-studied column would
appear a paragraph like this: "I would like to
ask the sister from Marr if shemakes her choco-
late frosting with the whites of eggs or boils it,and please send a recipe for preventing rabbits
gnawing the rosebushes. Loczrra."
Or, "I dearly love to get the Homestead. I

enjoy all the sisters may. Erminie writes most
beautifully! Please write again, Erminie. and
let us know how to bear our crosses in the right
spirit. I would be obliged, also, for a remedyhow to prevent hair falling out. Lica-rra."
When she read these Mrs. Crest would blush

with pleasure and feel the intoxicating delightsof fame, for she was Lucetta.
But for most of the time there was onlywork to break the loneliness. To be sure, there

was plenty of work and had been all throughthe twenty-two years. Joshua, her husband,
was a good farmer, but for a long while "un-
merciful disaster followed fast and followed
faster." Once he had been swept clean of all
save hope by a cyclone; once he had escapedonly by a hair's breadth losing his farm
through the fraud of a friend.
Twenty-two years ago he had said: "Never

mind, Judy, just let mc make a few thousand
dollars and you shan't have to work on the
farm. I'll sell out and buy a store in town and
be postmaster."

All his life Joshua had craved the leisurelyhonors of omee. He, too, was social. He liked
to talk and he had a gift for telling stories.
How many times in the years thole two simple
creatures had stocked that store I will not try
to count. At first every Sunday night. Theybought a book on bookkeeping and an arithme-
tic, and it was (but principle would not allow
anything so like a game on Sunday) an excitingdiversion to practice making change with the
numbered counters of pasteboard left by a
tramping farm hand. They did not dream
that the dingy red and blue and white disks
were no less than wicked poker chips. Judith
hacked them into the proper sizes and num-
bered them neatly so that they repre-seated all the subsidiary coin. By con-
sequence Mrs. Crest's extraordinary swift-
new and accuracy in changing a dollar for, say,three doaen eggsat 17X cents a dozen, or three
pounds of butter at 28 cents a pound, were the
marvel of the Delmar shopkeepers. From coin
to bank notes the transition is easy-in theory;
a scarcity of notes made it less easy in prao-tices, but by dint of years' study the pair came
to know the look and feel of a bank note well
enough to enable Joshua to detest a very percounterfeit two-dollar bill at a county fair.
From that day dated a reputation for shrewd-
ness that he ne mre deserved than he did the
gallows.
But the years slowly had dragged hope and

dreams away together. TheUttle cnildren
came; they died. one after another and the
desolate mother felt, deep down in her heart,that a doctor near enough to come daily mighthave saved them. Then, when the keenness of
their grief was blunted and they went for com-
fort to their old fancies, time and again their
savings had been wrenched from them. The
man would have given up the fight in despair,but the woman clung to her shadowy hopes the
more tenaciously. Finally their patience and
industry conquered. The great crop of 1891
had increased their savings beyond the amount
necessary to pay off the last installment of the
mortgage; they would actually have some hun-
dreds in money. Six thousand dollars and over
stood to Joshua Crest's credit at the bank.
"Only." said Judith to Myron Dwight, "I

eayn't help teeling kinder scary till the 3d of
October is past and gone."
Myron was considered the cleverest young

man in Delmar or the county. He had been
to Iowa City to the university; he went every
year to Chicago to buy his goods,which added
to his knowledge of the world and im proved
his toilets: he was talked about for the legisla-
ture. He was to be Joshua's partner. Myron
was almost like a eon to Judith. She had
loved him, petted him, prayed for him, and no
one except his mother knew so well what
things he liked best to eat. Myron's mother
was Judith's best friend-why should I make
a secret of It? She was the admired Erminie
of the Homestead. Shke was a widow with
this one child, whom she had educated out of
the proceeds of a tiny bake shop and an Infi-
mite 'nuity. They lived in Delmar. To
live in Demrmay not seem to the world a
brilliant lot, Delmar being a flat Inland Iowa
town, but beside the lonl farm life a sown
with two churches, a bak and shops looked
like a populous paradise. In Delmar one
could see people every day just by looking out
of the window.

"Sieems like I eouldn't wait to get to Del-
mar," said Judith, "but I cant feel to be quite

happtil aterthe 3d."
yrnoosat her kindly from the height of

his six feet two inciThee. She is such a wee
creature, In a black frock made (but he does not
know is} after a pattern from the Homestead,
with her little peaked, wistful, timid face, her
mild blue eyes and forehead, wrinkled by the
constant lifting of her eyebrows perng out to
see distant objects on those wieand lonely
plune. Her eyebrws are thin and gray, and so
usher hair, wich shecuear naslate pencil to
resemble the hair of the ladies of Delmar. It
would be pretty hair If she would not disfig-
ure It.

"Yes," may, Myron, "Lollard is a hard msan
to deal with, but yo have the money In the
Delmar nkm all riht."

"It ain't in teDelnmar Bunk, It is In the
ether bank, Mlr. Sterling's hank at Ranford."
Myron's black brows met. "Why, Uncle

Joshua certainly told me he was going to put
it intheDelmar Rsuh."

"Well, he did start to put it there, bathe
happened to hear Mr. Marwell was a drinking
"Marwell! Why, he never was drunk In his

I~e.e He is a temperate a a. as ever lived
and as honest."
"Joshua didn't hear antigabout his hon-et, but It wa this way, *esua had gone to

Demrwith that money and he smet Mr.
Sterling In town; well, 1 gume Mr. Starling
samme thim and eongratuastd hism on the

hegot for his wheat and it's beinglleeernwouldudo eltoo- and Josha
teidbi what he es and how is was ouhis

wee etitinthe Baak. LAd someway, that
teanto talking 'best Mr. hcaweil and

Mr. Uterling maid he was wory Menwell, wae
thed wiMte liurpU7 ndI u

eesry ahest Ik"
Sme Mire, baest isa 'letung h

~te Unels Josh eat to Uehm.
u~uei U'hveee buth.

taseme i- bene ter sheuMe d. sMesd he wedb't M
to tebsessadbtabp'

sJ~st-n-

mg m a eEinAmh s

andhi wasette Iesak Zee 7
to ee i I imh ca .Js beMn.t

ssler "e rpe =o wa
af ~es ma msise fame am has .
ad hired men. . west to heMedstatel heeedelnetat -he wa.re
here fi har 141186M Whes 7 4
to thep-hae bed bees braver and aes -
sad bsed to ride, but dise the brown elt s
away ad trew her en the railway ash Is
treat o a tra at en she had neoer amnd
ahr. she tel Mrs. Dwight that I o had
to ahees betwees being thet sd' riding3ierikke the eoit, the woulM ask in be
ahet, "beease it is a esier death,smid Mrs. Crest. Of course she lived in drepd
of the "hired me" except Axel Peterson, the
latest hired man, who was to be married to a
girl in Sweden and had told her about the
courtship. Axel was to buy the farm. Mast
of all she feared tramps at harvest time; she
feared them so much that she had secretly
bought a second-hand pistol that would not
Are, which she locked up in a drawer, and she
was on the whole rather more afraid of its ex-
ploding than of the tramps.
For a while she watcned the tall. light figurebounding between the rows of corn with the

pensive admiration of age for youth's activity;then she walked slowly, a little stily. back to
the house. It would soon be time for Joshua's
supper; perhaps Myron would stop to supper,
too, and it would be worth while to make pan-cakes.

CHAPTER IL
But when half an hour later Joshua's shadow

fell across the threshold therewas no tall young
fellow behind him. Joshua stood in the door-
way to watch her. The kitchen was large and
sunny and Judith had papered it with her own
hands. Had the paper not been bought of a
pedler to whom Judith had paid tribute be-
cause she was alone in the house, and he had
"such fierce kinder eyes," it probably would
not have been a remnant of a pattern used in
a country "opera house," nor represented
flowers of such startling sine and color, nor
needed to be eked out by a blue and
gold ceiling paper. But Joshua said that
the per was a good quality; and he ad.
mired it with a trusting heart. He was a
short, rather stout, fond little man whose
gray hair was brushed back from a large fore-
head, and whose blue eyes were as innocent as
a child's. He stooped a little, because he had
bent over a plow handle so much in his youth.
He wore a short gray beard, but his mouth was
bare and usually was attractive in its kindly,
half humorous smile. Tonight he watched his
wife gravely. But his first words were -cheer-
ful enough. "Mother, Axel's money will be
here all right next month, and he can pay
twelve hundred down and the rest en two,three and four years' time."
"That's good," said Mrs. Crest, "but whydidn't Myron come back with you, father?"
"He said he guessed he'd betterhurry home."

The old man did not look at her; he walked
across the floor to the sink and began pumping.All the while he was conscious of his wife's eyes
on his back.
"Father did Myron tell you anything about

that bank?"
Joshua's face was over the tin basin. a great

splashing noise came to her, mingled with a
grunt that the bank was all right; but Joshua's
neck, fair where the sun had not touched it,
grew redder and redder.

"Father, I jest know he did !" she cried; "he
thinks Starling's bank ain't safe. That's whyMyron wouldn't stop to supper; he didn't want
to be questioned."
"Mother, you're the scariest critter alive.

Starling is a food boy; he is the superintend-
ent-no, that s his brother, but he as a pro-
fessor; and he's a straight temperance man, andI ain't going to believe a word agin him."
Judith was trying to fry her cakes, the grease

sputtered and hissed on the griddle and spat-tered on her bare wrisi; she did not even know
that it had burned her. Her mild eyes were
glowing, she trembled, and her gentle voice
was sharpened by pain as she answered: "Then
he did talk to you. Oh, father, don't, don't
hide anything from me!"
"I ain't hiding nothing, mother; Myron, he

thought you'd worry co, that's all; and 'tain't
much he said; he's young and thinks he knows
it all. Jest because some Chicago feller with
his boots blacked has been stuffing Myron, he
thinks Steve Starling, we've all knowed from a
boy is going to bust up.""Father, for heaven's sake, what did Myronsay?"

"Well, if you'll be any wiser for hearin', he
heard Steve had been speculating in buckets in
Chicago," said the old man with a visible pridepver his own fluency with the terms of finance,
t has been going long or else he has been

orb on wheat and kiting away with
note and lost money, but I des-Mlels. a
word of it myselt."
Judith teok st46e ekes with shaking =ands;she laid the plate on the table and put the grid.die further back en the stove in order to ap-h Joshua. Never since their little"b-

had he seen his wife's face as it
then.
"Jeshua," she said, "if we lose that money it

means we'll have to spend all our days working
on a mortgaged farm. If we cayn't pay up the
third he can foreclose on us; and you know he
is mean enough to do it and if we borrow the
money to pay him we shall have to work it out!
That's the best can happen to us. the worst is
we'll be turned out-on the prairie-no ways at
all can we go to town, and how many years-oh, father-"
"Hush, hush, Judy"-he tried to soothe her,

stroking her withered hand and patting it-
"come now, it will be all right, we'll go fast
enough. I didn't know you wanted it so awful
much !"
"Wanted it!" she screamed, while the

patience of years seemed to break down and
her words rushed as a prairie Are spreads,"wanted it! Father, you ain't got no idea what
it means to me to get out of this loneliness and
be with God's folks again! I ain't had a peace-
ful day since the children died. I couldn't work
hard enough to stop my thinking ! I was scared
all the while. I never said nothing 'bout it, for
what good would it doI We'd got to live out
on the farm, it would only pester you and you
had enough to stand, but all day I'd been think-
ing, what about the horses, what about the
reaper? when it was going, and I'd -e you
brought home all bloody. If i'd asoul to speak
to it wouldn't a'beeias bad, but I knew we
couldn't afford a girl and how'd we get one if
we could? Anid every time the wind blowed I
was expecting a cyclone."
"Why, Judy, and you so brave when we did

have a cyclone !"
"I had got to be brave then, but I was awful

scared inside; but when I seen it coming and
you of., I had to loose the horace, for I knew
tne barn would go, and I gon what I could
down cellar, 'eaure I knew that was the safest
plaoe. But I am always afraid of it conming
again. But I won't mind it a bit in town,
there's s many pcople. Oh, I cayn't tell yrouwhat it will be to be where I can see the neigh-
bors paassing and go to church Sunday without

ridig!Ullhave Myron that's moat likesa
son to me-he was born te same day of the
month as our little Jo, father, andi he's got the
same sweet disposition and eyes jest lieJo'seyesdon't you remember?"

"Yes, yes, mother" said the oldmaiging. In both their minds was the same vso
of the love and joy and griof of their-youth."No father, it seems like I couldn't ran no
risks. ka yron and me are foolish, there
ain't no rsin taking the money out and there
is to keep it an; jes tops me, father, wpn't
you take at out?
He had never denied her anything and he

did not deny her now; he was frightened at ber
strange excitement and told her to sit down
and he would finish getting supper. "And, I
tell you what I'll do. mother," .aid he, "rIl'ge
to town tomorrow, though before the Lord I
don't know how to take the thme, andnI' nquire 'round and if there is any talk 'bout
the bak being bad, PIll draw the money sharp.Dut you see, I hate to make mischief for Star-ligwo is a good boy, running down his bank,
so Ijeet gottogoecautionsain'sl? Andletissasight of mone to draw out at a whack, dow,
ain't i0 Mebe we'd better sorter giehim

wann olike we'd be doe by, yeow is
he can ta good ready. What do~othiou

"I you'd better go nd e what
says,"
"Mr.de't know eryhgmether,"aawraher husband In a piud 'ne,"ee

dn't mase in guse tgot ay nay..a~own."ae mye he had adoe smsnd

juemist wsand the Me thfu
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"dad hts '-~m ~J mbMit a sastnd-"that he w mute, geec i-

csueobDo yos mean epaem I heed
so, too-and wrote to Chimage. His name..
not known to any one. I'd be a little mareful
if I wyo, taking bosheet bankers' eredit these

onhave been fooled by some smart
ck, Igues, Mr Crest."

Crestfallen andrebufed Joshua climbed Into
him wagon. Had he gone to Myron he would
have discovered that it was suspected that it
was under the names of other men that all
Starling's speculations were made; but JoshuaerddMyron am the cause of his griefs.tedodJudith that he had been laughed at
for his pains and that the bank was a good s
gold. But be did not convince her, and in-
deed, e he repeated the conversations to her,they lost something of their poteney as ap-
provers of Starling.The next day she would have walked to Del-
marto consult with Myron had she not heard
from -a passing neighbor that he was gone to
Chicago. She mid nothing to Joshua, but at
night be said to her: "Tomorrow I got to go to
the Hallers to help them thresh, they're dretful
behind with their wheat, and I cayn't feel it's
Christian to let them two boys that ain'tgot nofather mabbe lose a lot of wheat 'cause theyain't got help enough at the threul'ingmachine;but day ayter I'm a goin' to see Myron and to
give him a check to draw out that money. I
ent word to Starting by Axel yestesday."She thanked him warmly and did not expressthe fear tormenting her that the notice would
in some undisoerned way defeat all their inten-
tions.
That night she slept ill. She rose early andtried to cheer herself by makingJoshua's favor-

ite German coffee cake to be ready against his
return at night.
She set her sponge and was arrived at the
e of dough, when Myron Dwight rode up

on him fat horme. Myron looked cheerful, but
the horse shook Books of foam off his nostrils
as he tossed his head. M on asked for
Joshua and rode away on gallop, out:
"Tell you all about it when we comeAnnt Judith."
Judith waited until dark, keeping supperho. She seat on the doorstep and thought. It

seemed to her that she had never thought in
that way before during her life.
The moon was in the sky when afar, on the

sea of prairie, she discerned Myron Dwightcoming alone. With a sinking heart she saw
that he came in the direction of Hanford and
that he was riding a tired horse. He must passtae house to reach the Delmar road. She
waited for him.
"Won't you come in and have a cup f oofee,Myron?" she begged. "I got some hot cn the

stove. Where have you been so long? Oh,My on, please tell me; please don't put me

Myron's face changed. "You're right," he
muttered. Then in a louder tone: "I won't put
you off, aunty, I have been to Banford with
Uncle Josh and-well, we got there after bank-
ing hours and could do nothing. I couldn't getUncle Josh away from that internal machine.
But he is going back to Banford fret thing next
morning and so am L In fact, I shall go and
see mother and take the train over there to-
night."
"Oh, Myron, is the bank going to bust?"
"I guess not before we get our money oat,

Aunt Judy. Well, good-by."
As she watched him out of sight the same

tense look was in her face that had been there
while she seat on the step thinking.
Joshua came, no long time after. He beganto talk in a rambling way about the Railers and

the day's work and how tired the horses were,
and she made no effort to question him, but
present he broke out with a grean: "Judy, I
Strlnte you. I goes Myron was right about

"lYee, I gueme he was."
"He has been looking him up in Chicago

He does speculate and he has lost money, and
Myron showed me a printed book where they'd
got his name down and he ain't got good credit
at all m, ther. And they got Maxwell thererel igh crdi-
"How do they ever And outs"
"I gue the lawyers tell 'em; theydon'taindspying and telling on folks. Is is a mighty

queer looking book-orter lookslike a algebra.Wall, Judy, we went to Banford and we gotther tee late, butIam going to be there to-
mereow. Dan't yeo bother 10 1 se a bet
bscakt theugh; a cold lIt bAD I weat"

It was not like Judy to pass this over in si.
lence, yet she made no protest, ?remtyJoshua said that he would go to bed. "Good
night," said Judith. She came over to him
and kissed his forehead. "You know I know
you did all you could, Joshua, don't you?' she
"I guess we ain't gain' to begin to quarrel

now, whatever happens, Judy," said he. "bt-
we are old folks to have to begin life over
again, mother. I kinder wonder at Starlingtaking that money of me; he must a'knowed
how thing. was with him-but I he was
hopeful; well, one good thing tey all was
sayin' t the threshin' today, how uncommon
strong I we. for my years. o if we do have to
begin again--"

"We ain't going to have to," said Judith.
Thus she cheered the dispirited man, nor did

he e the placid look fade from her face as
long as he web awake to see.

CHAPTER III.

After he slept she crept out ef bed and
dremeed herself quietly. She opened a elomet
and a drawer, taking smething out of each.
The moonlight filled the roome. At the door
eke paused to look at the leper, whom he
wan pale in that bloodles raiance. Her look
was tenderer than a carem. With infinite cau-
tion she moved down the uncarpetd creaking
stairs. Sihe dtole about the kitchen in hr stock-
lng feet until she had placed the simple mealwhich Joshua desired on the table. "'Camse
maybe i might be prevented from getting home
and there ain't no need for him to go hungry,"
she thought.

thrkshaw abou her tie e dece ck
bonnet under her chin and went out into the
moonlight. She locked the door behind her,although not without pondern whether thia
could besafe, since there waeth risk of fire,
but there was the risk of thieces and murder-
or. as well, and another door ad the windows
would reemain for escape if the homse took fir.,
therefore she locked it in the end. All she
earried with her wee a black satin bag (em-
broidered with a crimson flower), which had
been given her by Mr.. Dwight. Inside she
stil ke te cadbeer the inscriptiou,

"I dare s he'll think it's drettul wicked,but I caynt hepIt. There ain't no other way,'thought the odwoman.
She tood for a mecond looking about the

farm bathed in moonlight. A silver phwaynarrowed over the expenme of whea stabble
into the horizon prospective. One could faintlydistinguish the color of the leave. on the pp
lar tree. and the yellow sides of the bulin
haymows. A dotted line of fire swept acree.
the silver atthe weet-bound train. "'Oh,dearn me, odearie, mee!" groaned Judith.

"Igothto beter he rune away r"
Shehd gh It all cut, end while theshiverdwithhight aenguish she did net

hesitate once.
Huddled in her shawl she opened the barndoer and went to the colt's seal. Her eye.traveled wsulyto the farmn hesseesanmeh-lug their corn, onyher er mhe knew they

were toe tired for a .ad e ride. Te~ln
she untied the terrible distracting his at-
teation as muckhea sl by me corn and
beeping as ser fres unfeet as her short
are would let her. Thea.mm his head
and lashed his tail and the othmr kmse amade

osson the deer. Golid d~stesd en
icrihand led him to th ,Wee htmoet. The wa mane
'adaist as well," tegte ride,. '-IassetIch cm better, and Igst 'l~ease if
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Ailt f eemisd at ees of a e -

lage street-w stabS netweesming to the
satisr.Prmth ~ ediseeen -mm
some one espised r in at
of this man as he mounted the platform-aslight, well-dresmd man, with asat travelingbag in his hand. H. had observed Judith's
grotesue antics already. "Mad," was his de-
tsion, Perhaps, for he started nervously and
ssayd to edge by her.

".Starting." the old woman in her
qavering, sweet ; "Mr. Blariing, my hus-

and tried to our money from you this
afternoon and ye wouldn't gite it to hiam.
Will ou please give it to me?""Y byMrs. I didn't recognise on."Slaimed the bankr aoothi hisis ow.
"Yes, Mr. Crest came mitr the bask was cloed.
Ifu go there toserrow morning ats it

"I want it now. I got to have it now." Mehad slipped her hand in her litle black bag."But, my dear madam, I haven't got it with
me. I doe t carry the bank inlay pocket"-'I vell you I got to have my money. Youan'arry it away-oh for the Lord's sak. bemacif.ato us, Mr. Baring; it's everythingJoshas and me has saved working hard for
haty year. We'll lose our farm If we don't
Her voice rose shrilly and there were peopleback on the platform now.
"You fool! I haven't got it," he snarled.pushing her aside. He could hear the whistleof the approaching train for Cidoage, it wasstopping at Delmar, e miles away.Instead of recoiling she fang herself on himand simaltaneOasuy be felt the icy rim of a re-

volver at hig ear.
"Then God have marry on your wicked soul,for you are a dead man, eried Judith Crest."I give you time for prayer-unlessMove." He could see her fare set is a ghastly

ASity of despair and resolve, the pistol was cold
as the ve, worse, there was a hideous wriggleabout tig, as the desperate creature'shand trseabled-whet if her fingelped
He rolled his eyes at her; he did not venture

to move his head. "Why can't you wait a
minute? Where's your cheek?'
"Never mind my check, I csyn't wait""Wait!" he cried frantically. "Suppose I

give you the money. How mck ist?
"It's six thousand, twobn-""Well. take that infernal thing ef my head

and I will get it for you."
"You got to get it with It on your head. I

don't trust you. You got the use ofyour hands.Take the money out and count it and put it inmybag."Sterling could s the distaat headlight of
the train. He ground an oath between his
teeth, but he pulled out his pocket book.
"Walk along nearer the light or strike a

match on your pants, I ayn's seethe bills."
the relentless quave old voice went on. He
did light a match, for desre to get away onthat swiftly nearing train overmastered every-thing else. She bitched her bag further down
her wrist and so held irst one then another
match until ha had counted out the sum. "six
thousand, one hundred and fty-ilveroertifias yes, they're good. There had
ought to be M more-"
The buss and rumble st the train was heard

more distinctly. Starling tor a $5 note from
a wad of bank notes and threw it at her. "Now,will you let me gor'
"I guess I ain't got no right tokeep you. I

ain't no change, but I'lsend it to Miss Strling.Hold your hands in freat at you and you can

Five minutes later Myron Dwight eould not
believehis eyes as they showed him Judith

oemon thesh a.cl'snrn,' she lobbed. "I tied the colt
up so tght I can't untiehim, and rm so fright-

Joshua did not diseer his wife's absmee in
seasotin herthe H.

th breast thattshe hadgarden and at r. a..m h
made ready and hurried away through the
usual eit at the kitchen door without as-

He was of *o first to Sie into
s bank that morning. The young man

at t~q desk Aeeked at him and then rbtired foreaseiltaton jR he ether young man. "I
ai at" ower

haven't gotle the radt."
That was th resn why firlings bank

dosed its doors, some hours earler than the
'tive bad a=tiipatd

did not speak a wort. He nodded to
some arn he hoew and went out, not quiteseadily, to hiwges.Nyresad hisewn

weresteaadingibyitb
Joshua did not ssem sarprised. "Mother,"mid he, in a dry clear tone, "Tve lost all that

money."
"No. no, you ain't, aties," said Judith. "I

got at all here."
-She met Starling at thdepot sad so how,

she won't tell wa how, she got him to give herback the moe." This was VWo who
remained bewildered, ecaisesty wput
Judith to bed at the hoeswithout agitteig herby questions.

"Bat, mother, you hadn't st e check, howcould you gi the money?" maidJoshua.
Judith was sobbing. "Oh, I guess you won't

he able to forgive me. I didn't have no chock;I made him give me a.moy-"
She bad been taking the nosa out of her bag.Myron put his lngers in and drew out the

pistoL"Ah-h," hoeaetam.d, '1 preve. Why,Aunt Judith, you dear little h' wayman?'
No mne else knows of it, no on. else would

believe, If he did know, Mrs. Crest is such aharmless, timid woman, but Myron Dwight,
now prseigand helping Josha to prosper,keeps a pitlin his drawer asa memento.
No one e bsht ho knows another interestingfeet-that -ite was not loaded I

rua an.

Whant Weule The laessam se
Dress the chiase Tribama
Re was a trif exiled as ho laid his check

down on th. elger snd in a. barber shop
and rached in bb peehat ibr the uesesary

"~edid yogtthat idiojF"h sed
Indicating the barerwho had j..t save
him.
"Brown?' said the ioratrn some se-"rseWhy, he's one the. beet barbers a
thoeo. Did ho eat yen?'

"N, didn't cut a."
"I thought not. Re's One et cur etar amen.Why, that an haan't his equal for osurissy."

one gets out of his chair-"-
"Attention! Attention'1" zolmedn theta1. "Youeall it attentiem, do yen? You

wh le tmaa man It's a aert et del-inat comaplment, I seppose. Do I leek Mba a

"Do I leek iea m who even drinks
much?"

mewa. efeetm ir? I
that! Is It a desats mit~aian? Ne, ir.

orin athousand yeasI Tern eSharge him

A Bet og auen.
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-hemamgrad.
de by has jest oatsto to Depm'matfBah a veryW taeresig dis--,tos of

sebe a Oataide et etsa y are

of 0ome phritve neate, befog messyaosofcos eneSaftds. In ses r.oay
-S ebtmmea hemp...lsbe.s. ad tneed,
sea, en bat, i peseticaly .emdspdd. The
Midal edeamnta have ever token maob
e" we aend mking, party besm
a&at 'a gester part at their eentry

a pisaea ntwerk of waterways, natural
andarmea.lwhe humaa labor for carrying

bades has always been preferred s that et
beastu the narrow and circuitous msutaia
pass.. Road. for militare poses sem
never to have been thought et byth Chinses.
The at campaigns of the M ol and

a emperore were condncesd wih had..of fying cavalry along no Axed roets.
now Dirasancum mea vo n cannama.Chia. has telegraph lines now, but prtsisusto their introduction intellignce was conveyed

to the easter of government from entide peerv-iness by an elaborate system of post stations.These were placed about thirty miles apart,and relays of herpes were constaatly kept inrsadiness for the imperial ooariere By such
means dispatches were mntto distantprovincalctals at the rate of 1150 Mils eay. Ktuba
Kn, the Mongol eme or Me than
10,000 post stations, wit10.000 berm.e, sp"-eiaily kept for the use of w seengers. In eo-
nectio with the moanted couriers aneslbeaee

yste of foot Messengers was also maintaaned.
ltter were swift runners and their stations

were only three alesapart. By them the em-
peror is said to have received news from plates
tea days' Journey distant in twenty-f4s'hoursor informnation from points 100 days awaywithin tea days. Fruit gathered in Peattag in
the morning was thus transmitted to the sam-
mer palace, distant ten days travel, arriving
on the evening of the next day.Express conriers who carry imperial mssagesbetnoen Glartok and L'Hlas a ap tal of
thibet, make the entire distance of sails.en horseback in eight days without relef.

riding night and day. Dispatches are placedinside their robes, and tre latter are sealed
upon their bodies, so that they cannet be
removed until the end of the journey, when the
seal is broken by the proper offial. These
messenger are lifted at the poet stations from
one horse to another and arrive at their desti-
nation with cracked faces and eyes bledehet
and sunken. They sometiaas die en the way
from expusors and fatigue.

Tic c annaT evsMent e
for imperial messages in China esse never to
have suggested the establishment of a govern-
ment postal service for the public at large. LB
private correspondence is tranemitted by pri-vate post omces, of which there ae several
rival establishments in each city. These arms
employ their own couriers, who travel onherse-heck, on foot or by steamer when possable.Between cities, where the business jasiues agular Mounted service, letter. and mall par-

are carried at the rate of seventy-eire er
eighty miles a day. The charges for small dis-
tances are not excessive, a letter being eat
from Peking to Tientan for about 10 cents.
For long distances, however, the postageis disproportionately large. The United
States legation has frequent eocasna
to communicate with msaris in
the interior. particularly in the prov-inoe of Shantang. From Peking to Chimasf.,the capital of Shantuang, is about 25 miles and
the usual charge for transmitting a letter
thither is 40 cents. Competition foroes the
postal establishmenaa to be very careful and re-
nable. At river ports at the hour of the sailing
of a steamer the competition between rival
arms in soliciting patronage through their
runners Is very brisk. That the systems of
government and private port should exist with-
out leading to the construction of proper rends
and highways is remarkable.

in uoaTvnnu snoga.
where waterways are not as nemeres as in
the south, interoommunicatica ha always pee.
seated serious dificulties, which me attempt
has been made to overcome. The large rivers
are to be crossed by ferries only, while the
.maler streams must be f'rded. Atetearries
the ferry boats are intentionally cenasrected
with a high side board so that carts cannel be
driven on without unhitching. This gives em-ployment to a crowd of hangers oa in liftsng
on and off the carts for a compensatio. In
time of good there is apt to be no way of csem-
iag the streams at all. Where anate has
afforded no convenient impediment bed hear-
actars sometimes dig hoses in the road so as to
obtain employment in helping Darts thregh.
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'0 ElTbiege That EW hes3 a 4gamaet

FeRm the assassw Tnveiens.
A tail, digniled-looking gentleme aeed

facing an unoe.pi.d howe on a premnsnat
west side street the other day, clesel -.anuteg
a large white sign which hung on the hent
door. The house was a henasem meder
structure, two dories high, and had evidently
been built bysm wealthy man for rsds-oe
purposes, but was now advertised as being
"For Bent."
The tall man had just fiished tubing obser-

rations and jotting down the owner's address
in a snall note book and was t i Iave
when a neighbor came along and plsamaatyremarked:

"It's a pity that a lne home INe this shead
stand idle for each a long tine."
"Why, how long has it been idle?"
"WelL the lest tenaat moved out tweopeas

ago, and the owner ca't find anether uhe
brave enough to live in there."

"What's 'he matter with it? Danger of eel-

-O.ne. The house Is built seli eneugh.
The great trouble is that It's haated."
"You don't ay!" And the tall mna semed

taegrow more Interested.
"It's a fact. Every Wedmeeday and Friday,

atidigh, hepeople of 'ahe hber-a'dre sartled byvaseriesof wild, blo-
curdling yells, and immeiately after tat two
white figures appear at the uppe wIndews.
I've seen them myself," and tegeod ma
shuddered as he thought of it.
"Have you any Idea whet rental 'a eumademands for the whole house?"
"Yes, I heard himn say he'd let anybedy have

itfer@topermonth!"
"Five donaers a month! Great Car! but

that's a bargain. Gues rBl take it bete esmn
other fellow gmahead of me."

"But t beafraid af Brving i a

"Oh, I'm quite usedto thm. Iama
unliat, and, as I hold my.seanceeeryW
day and Fianihheespoos ui some
in very had. o~ escum en, sir. while I
go an 'ae owner and sign a linse ferninety-nine years."
Andeas he walked of he mutereed Is himself:"Firs dollars a month and twe fu5sB e

ghesho st. That is Indeed a bargain."
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